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By DAVID MALLET, Eſp 
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4 0 ND: 
Printed for A. MILL AR, in the Strand. 
M.DCC.LXII. 


MARLBOROUGH. 


3 Grace has given leave, that 
. theſe few Poems ſhould appear in 
the world under the patronage of your 
Name. But this leave would have been 
refuſed, I know, had you expected to 
find your own praiſes, however juſt, in 
any part of the preſent addreſs. I do not 
ſay it, my Lord, in the ſtile of compliment. 
Genuine modeſty, the companion and the 
grace of true merit, may be ſurely diſ- 

a 2 tinguiſh- 


| tinguiſhed from the affeQation of it: as 


\ 


DEDICATION. 


ſurely as the native glowing of a. fine 
complexion from that artificial coloring, 
which is uſed, in vain, to ſupply what 
Nature had denied, or has reſumed. 


Yer, permit me juſt to hint, my 
Lord, while I reſtrain ' my pen from all 
enlargement, that if the faireſt public 


character mult be raiſed upon private vir- 
tue, as ſurely it muſt, your Grace has 


laid already the ſecureſt foundation of the 
former, in the latter. The eyes of man- 


kind are therefore turned upon you: and, 
from what you are known to have done, 


in one way, they reaſonably look for 


whatever can be expected from a great 
and good man, in the other. 


- Taz Author of theſe lighter amuſe- 
ments hopes ſoon to preſent your Grace 


DEDICATION. 


with ſomething more ſolid, more deſerv- 
ing your attention, in the life of the 
- FIRST Dok of MarLBOROUGH. 


You will then ſee, that ſuperior talents 
for war have been, tho they rarely are, 
accompanied with equal abilities for ne- 
gotiation : and that the fame extenſive 
capacity, which could guide all the tu- 
multuous ſcenes of the camp, knew how 
to direct, with equal ſkill, the calmer 
but more perplexing operations of the 
cabinet. 


| In the mean while; that you may 
Y live to adorn the celebrated and difficult 
title you wear; that you may be, like 


him, the defender of your country in 


days of public danger; and in times of 
peace, what is perhaps leſs frequently 
9 | found, 


S 


DEDICATION. 


found, the friend and patron of thoſe 
uſeful and ornamental arts, by which hu- 
man nature is exalted and human ſociety 


rendered more happy : This, my Lord, is 
reſpectfully the wiſh of 


Tour Grace's 


moſt obedient 


humble ſervant. 


. Ae Be BORA pode a ARE. we . 
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To the AUTHOR of the following PO E M. 


It has no faults, or I no faults can ſpyT 
Fe It is all beauty, or all blindneſs I,” 


* 


Imprimatur, 
meo periculs, 


CHESTERFIELD, 


Advertiſement. 


H E following extract from his Majeſty 8 

Speech to both Houſes of Parliament, | 
which, by every man in his dominions, would 
be thought the nobleſt introduction to a poem 
of the firſt merit, is peculiarly ſuitable to in- 
troduce this. However unequal theſe verſes 
may be to the ſubject they attempt to adorn, 
this ſingular advantage will be readily allowed 
them. It will, at the ſame time, be the ful- 
leſt and beſt explanation of the Author's mean- 
ing, on a theme ſo intereſting and uncommon. 
The words are theſs : 


March 3, 1761. 

* * In conſequence of the act paſſed 
in the reign of My late glorious Predeceſſor, 
King WILLIAM the Third, for ſettling the 
\ ſucceſſion to the Crown in My Family, the 
commiſſions of the Judges have been made 
el their good behaviour. But, notwith- 
„„ #4, G - B A Rs ſtand- 


4 ADVERTISEMENT. 

ſtanding that wiſe proviſion, their offices have 
determined upon the demiſe of the Crown, 
or at the expiration of fix months afterwards, 


in every inſtance of that nature which has 
happened. 


I look upon the independency and upright- 
neſs of the Judges of the land as eſſential to the 
impartial adminiſtration of Juſtice; as one of 

the beſt ſecurities to the rights and liberties of 
my loving ſubjects; and as moſt conducive to 
the honor of the Crown. And I come now to 
recommend this intereſting object to the conſide- 
ration of Parliament; in order that ſuch far- 

ther proviſion, as ſhall be moſt expedient, may 

be made, for ſecuring the Judges in the enjoy- 
ment of their offices, during their good behaviour, 
notwithſtanding any ſuch demiſe, 


TRUTH, 


T1 R U Tk 


R H Y M E. 


S TRE A, eldeſt born of Jovs, - 

Whom all the gods revere and love, 
Was ſent, while man deſerv d their care, 
On earth to dwell, and govern there: 
Till finding earth by heaven unaw'd,. 


Till fick of violence and fraud, 
Abandoning the guilty crew, 

Back to her native ſky ſhe flew. 
There, ſtation'd in the Yirgin-/ion, 
She long has ceas'd on earth to ſhine ; 
Or if, at times, ſhe deigns a ſmile, 
Tis chief o'er Britain's favor d iſle, 


For there — her eye with wonder fix d l 
That wonder too with pleaſure mix'd ! 


JD I s She 


6 TRUTH, in RHYME. 


She now beheld, in blooming youth, 
The PATRON of all worth and truth ; 
N ot where the virtues moſt refort, 


On peaceful plains, but in a court! 
Not in a cottage, all- unknown; 

She found him ſeated on a throne | 
What fables paint, what poets ſing, 
She found in fact — a Patriot- King! 


Bur as a ſight, ſo nobly new, 


Deſerv'd, ſhe thought, a nearer view; 


To where, by ſilver- ſtreaming Thames, 
Aſcends the palace of Sr. James, 
Swift thro ſurrounding ſhades of night, 
The Goddeſs ſhot her beamy flight. 
She ſtop'd; and the revealing ray 


Blaz d round her Favorite, where he lay, 


In ſweet repoſe: o'er all his face, 
Repoſe ſhed ſofter bloom and grace! 

But fearful left her ſun-bright glare 

Too ſoon might wake him into care, 

(For ſplendid toils and weary ſtate 

Are every mbnarch's en vy'd fate) 

The ſtream of circling rays to ſhroud, 

: She drew an ans Song doud. 


„* 


* 
EI 8 bl 
* * 
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TRUTH, in RHYME. 


In all the filence of ſurprize, 
She gaz'd him o'er! She ſaw ariſe, 
For gods can read the human breaſt, 
Her own idea there impreſt ! 
And that his plan, to bleſs mankind, 
The plan now brightening in his mind, 
May ſtory” s whiteſt page adorn, 
May ſhine thro nations yet 1 5 
She calls URANIA to her aid. 


AT once, the gie ch Maid, Fr 
. Daughter of Mons and -Jove,- 
- Deſcending quits her lawrel'd grove : 
Looſe to the gale her azure robe ; 
Borne, in her left, a ſtarry: globe, 
Where each ſuperior ſon of fame 
Will find inſcrib'd his deathleſs Name; 
Her right ſuſtains th immortal lyre, 
To praiſe true merit, or inſpire. | | 


BEHOLD = —ASTREA thus began — 
The friend of virtue and of man | 5 
Calm reaſon ſee, in early youth! 
See, in a prince, the ſoul of truth 
With love of juſtice, tender ſenſe 
For ſuffering worth and innocence! 
#77 9 Who 


2 


8 TRUTH, in RETME. 


Who means to build his happy reign ; 


On this beſt maxim, wiſe and plain 


Tho plain, how ſeldom underſtood ! 


That, to be great, he muſt be good. 


His breaſt is open to your eye; 
Approach, URANIA, mark, and try. 


This boſom needs no thought to hide: 


This virtue dares our ſearch abide. 


* 


Tux ſacred fountains to ſecure 


Of Fuſtice, undiſturb'd and pure 


From hopes or fears, from fraud or force, 
To ruffle or to ſtain their courſe; 


That the may flow ſerene and free, 


The Law muſt independent be; 
Her miniſters, as in my ſight, 
And mine alone, diſpenſing right; 
Of piercing eye, of judgment clear, 


As honor, juſt, as truth, ſincere, 


With temper, firm, with ſpirit, ſage, 


The MansF1ELDs of each future age. 


AnD this prime bleſſing is to ſpring 
From Youth in purple | from a King ! 
Who, true to his imperial truſt, 

His greatneſs founds in being juſt; 


Pre- 


TRUTH, in RHYME. 


| Prepares, like yon aſcending ſun, 
His glorious race with joy to run; 
And, where his gracious eye appears, 
To bleſs the world he lights and chears ! 
Sven worth with equal voice to ſing, 
URANIA, ſtrike thy boldeſt ftring ; 
And Truth, whoſe voice alone is praiſe, 
That here inſpires, ſhall guide the um. 
Begin! awake his gentle ear 
With ſounds that monarchs rarely hear. 
He merits, let him know our love, 
And you record, what I approve. 
Su ended: and the heaven-born Maid, 
With ſoft ſurprize, his form ſurvey d. 
She ſaw what chaſtity of thought, 
Within his ſtainleſs boſom ght. 
Then fix d on earth her ſober eye, 
And, r offer'd this reply. 


Non * of ſong, EEO of art, ; 
Such truths ſhould to the world impart. 


My taſk. is but, in ſimple verſe, 
Theſe promis d wonders to rehearſe ; 


10 TRUTH, in RHYME. 
And when on theſe our verſe we raiſe, 
The plaineſt is the nobleſt praiſe. 


Ver more; a virtuous doubt remains: 
Would ſuch a Prince permit my ſtrains? 
Deſerving, but ſtill ſnunning fame, 

The homage due he might diſclaim. 
A Prince, who rules, to ſave, mankind, 
His praiſe would, in their virtue, find ; 


Would deem their ſtrict regard to laws, 5 
Their faith and worth, his beſt applauſe. 


Then, Britons, your juſt tribute bring, 
In deeds, to emulate your King ; 

In virtues, to redeem your age 

From venal views and party-rage. 

On his example ſafely rett ; | 
He calls, he courts you to be bleſt ; 
As friends, as. brethren, to unite 

In one firm _— of jug and abe. 


Mv part is laſt ; 45 Brivan yet 
A Lover boaſts of truth and wit, 
To Him theſe grateful lays to ſend, 
The Monarch's and the Muſz's friend ; 
And whole fair name, in facred e 
Mo voice may give! to lateſt times. 


. &, 


SHE 


TRUTH, in RHYME. 11 
gur faid; and after thinking o'er 
The men in place near half a ſcore, 


Jo ſtrike at once all ſcandal mute, 


The Goddeſs found, and fix'd on E UTE. 


- $9 THE 1 


AUTH OR of the preceding POEM. 
By S. 7 Eſq: 


'ELL — now, I think, we ſhall be wiſer, 

Crys Grub, who reads the Advertiſer, 

Here's Truth in Rhyme — a glorious Treat ! 

It ſurely mult abuſe the Great; 

Perhaps the King ; — without diſpute 

*T'will fall moſt deviliſh hard on Bu TE. 
Tunier he reviews his parting ſhilling, 

At laſt reſolves, tho much unwilling, _, 

To break all rules imbib'd in youth, 

And give it up for Rhyme and Truth: 

He reads—he frowns—Why, what's the matter? 

Damn it — here's neither ſenſe, nor ſatyr 

Here take it boy, there's nothing in't: 

Such Fellows | — to pretend to print 


— 


BLAME not, good Cit, the poet 8 rhymes, 
The mult s. s not his, but in * times: ; 
The 


. To 

The times, in which a monarch reigns, 
Form'd to make happy Britain's plains ; ; 
To ſtop in their deſtructive courſe, 
Domeſtick frenzy, foreign force, 


To bid war, faction, party ceaſe, 
And bleſs the weary'd world with peace. 
The times in which is ſeen, ſtrange light! 


A court both virtuous, and polite, 
Where merit beſt can recommend 
And ſcience finds a conſtant friend. 


How then ſhould Satyr dare to ſport, 
With ſuch-a king, and ſuch a court, 
While Truth looks on with rigid eye, 

And tells her, every line's a lye. 


* 


D I O VE R V: 


Upon reading ſome Ve erſes, written by a young 
Lady at a Boording-School. Sept. 1760. 


POLLO lately ſent to know, 
If he had any ſons below; 

For, by the traſh he long has ſeen 

In male and female Magazine, 

A hundred quires not worth a groat, 

The race muſt be extinct, he thought. 


H1s meſſenger to court repairs; 
Walks ſoftly with the croud up ſtairs: <. 
But when he had his errand told, 
The courtiers ſneer'd, both young and old. 
Auguſtus knit his royal brow, 

And bade him let Apollo know it, 

| That from his infancy till now, 

He lov'd nor poetry nor poet. | | 

. | VF 


1 DISCOVERY. 15 
His next adventure was the park, 


When it grew faſhionably dark: 

There beauties, boobies, ſtrumpets, rakes, 
Talk' d much of commerce, vhiſt and ſtakxes; 
Who tips the wink, who drops the card: 
But not one word of verſe or bard. 


Tux ſtage, APoLLo's old domain, 
Where his true ſons were wont to reign, 
His courier now paſt frowning by: 
| Ye modern DuRFeEers tell us why. 


SLow, to the city laſt he went: 
There, all was proſe, of cent per cent. 
There, alley-omnium, ſcript, and bonus, 
(Latin, for which a Muſe would ſtone us, 
Vet honeſt GID EOxN's claſſic ſtile) 

Made our poor Nuntio ſtare and ſmile. 


AND now the dock had ſtruck eleven: 
The meſſenger muſt back to Heaven; 
But, juſt as he his wings had ty'd, 
Look'd up Queen-Square, the North- eaſt fide, 
A blooming Creature there he found, 
With pen and ink and books around, 
Alone and writing by a taper : 

He red unſeen, then ſtole her paper. 


It i] 


: uh . DISCOVERY. 


It much amus'd him on. his way ; 

And reaching Heaven by break of day, 

He ſhew'd Aror io what he ſtole. 

The God perus'd, and lik'd the whole : 

Then, calling for his pocket-book, 

Some right celeſtial vellum took ; 

And what he with a ſun-beam there 
Writ down, the Muſe thus copies fair: 

« If I no men my ſons muſt call, 

ce, Here's one fair Daughter worth 'em all: 

« Mark then the ſacred words that follow, 


% SOPHIA'S mine” — fo fignd _ 
APOLLO. 


WES HA 


19 


Et PIO Rt a Wn, 


Written at TunzziDGs WetLs, 1760. 


W 


HEN Cnvrcut#r led his legions on, 
Succeſs ſtill follow'd where he ſhone. 


And are thoſe triumphs, with the dead, 
All from his houſe, for ever fled ? 

Not ſo: by ſofter ſurer arms, | 
They yet ſurvive in beauty's charms ; 
For, look on blooming PEMBRoKE's face, 
Even now he triumphs in his race, 


ns E S 


Written for, and given in Print, to a BEG GAR. 


A MrRcy, heavgp's firſt attribute, 
Whoſe care embraces man and brute ! 
| Behold me, where I ſhivering ſtand ; 
Bid gentle Pity ſtretch her hand 
To want and age, diſeaſe and pain, 
Tbat all in one ſad object reign. 
Still feeling bad, ſtill fearing worſe, 
Exiſtence is to me a curſe: 
Vet, how to cloſe this weary eye? 
| By my own hand I dare not dy: _ 
And Death, the friend of human woes, 
| | Who brings the laſt and ſound repoſe ; 
is Death does at dreadful diſtance keep, 
And leaves one wretch to wake and weep f 
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APOLL O 8 Acknowledgments to 


CHARLES STANHOPE. 


Written in 1757. - 


. POLLO, from the ſouthern ſky, 
O'er Lox DO lately glanc'd his eye. 
Juſt ſuch a glance our courtiers throw 
At ſuiters whom they ſhun to know: 
Or have you mark'd th' averted mien, þ 
The cheſt ere, the freezing look, | 0 \ 
Of BumBo, when a bard is ſeen : 


Charg'd with his dedication-book ? | 


Bur Gods are never in the wrong: 
What then diſpleas d the Power of ſong ? 


D 2 5 Tus 


20 The REWARD, Ke. 


THE caſe was this. Where noble arts 
Once floriſh'd, as our fathers tell us, 

He now can find, for men of parts, 
None but rich blockheads and mere fellows ; 
Since drums and dice and diſſipation 

Have chas'd all taſte from all the nation, 
For is there, now, one table ſpred, 

Where ſenſe and ſcience may he fed ? 
Where, with a ſmile on every face, 

Invited Merit takes his place ? 

Theſe thoughts put Prox Bus in the ſpleen, 
(For Gods, like men, can feel chagrin) 
And left him on the point to ſhroud 

His head in one eternal cloud; 

When lo! his all-diſcerning eye 

Chang d one remaining Friena to fpys 

. Juſt crept abroad, as is his way, 

To baſk him in the noon-tide ray. 


TH1s PnozBus noting, call'd aloud 
To every interpoſing cloud ; 


And bade their gather d miſts avend, 
That he might warm his good old friend ; 


Then, as his chariot roll'd along, 


Tun'd to his lyre this grateful ſong, Rate 
WITH 


The REW ED &c. 21 
% W1TH talents, Gonks: as God has given 


To common mortals, ſix in ſeven; 

Who yet have titles, ribbons, pay, 

And govern whom they ſhould obey ; 
With no more frailties than are found 
In thouſand others, count 'em round ; 
With much good will, inſtead of parts, 3 
Expreſs'd for artiſts and for arts; A 


Who ſmiles, if you have ſmartly ſpoke; * py 1 | 
Or nods applauſe to his own joke; | 4 
This bearded child, this-gray-hair'd boy, ; 4 | 
Still plays with life, as with a toy; i = 
Still keeps amuſement full in view : | 805 _ 
Wiſe? Now and then — but oftner new ; 356 wy 


His coach, this hour, at WA TsoN's door; 
The next, in waiting on a whore. 


WuENE'ER the welcome tidings ran 
Of monſter ſtrange, or ſtranger man, 
A SELKIRKE from his defart-iſle, 
Or ALIGAT OR from the nile; 
He faw the monſter in it's ſhrine, 
And had the man, next day, to dine. 
Or was it an Hermaphrodite ? 
You found him in a two-fold hurry ; 


4 


The REWARD, K. 


Neglecting⸗ for this he-ſtie-ſight, 
The ſingle charms of Fanny Murry. 


Gathering, from ſuburb and from city, | 


Who were, who would be, wiſe or witty ; 
The full-wig'd ſons of pills and potions ; 


The bags, of maggot and new notions ; 


The ſage, of microſcopic eye, 
Who reads him lectures on a fly 


- Grave Antiquaries, with their flams ; 
And Poets, ſquirting epigrams : 


With ſome few Lords — of thai that think, 
And dip, at times, their pen in ink: 

Nay, Ladies too, of diverſe fame, 

Who are, and are not, -of the game. 

For he has look'd the world around, 

And pleaſure, in each quarter, found. 


Now young, now old, now grave, now gay. 


He ſinks from life by ſoft decay; 


And ſees at hand, without affright, 


Th' inevitable hour of night.” 


. pilar of the ſtate, 
Whoſe life is one long dull debate ; 
Some Pedant of the fable gown, 
Who ſpares no failings, but his own, 
5 Set 


The REWARD, &e. 


1s this a ſub;e& for AroLLo 4 
What can the God of wit and verſo 
Such trifles i in our ears rehearſe * 


« Know, puppies, this man's * lte. 0 


Serene from cares, unvex'd with ſtrife, * 
Was oft employ'd in doing good ; 

A ſcience you ne'er underſtood : 

And Charity, ye ſons of pride, 

A multitude of faults will hide. 

I, at his board, more ſenſe have found, 
Than at a hundred dinners round. - 
Taſte, learning, mirth, my weſtern eye 
Could often, there, collected fpy : 
And I have gone well-pleas'd to bed, 
Revolving what was ſung or faid. 


% AND he, who entertain'd them all 
With much good liquor, ſtrong and ſmall ; 
With food in plenty, and a welcome, 


Which would become my Lord of MEL coMBRE®, 


Whoſe ſoupes and ſauces duly ſeaſon'd, 


Whoſe wit well-tim'd, and ſenſe well reaſon d, 


* This Poem was certainly written in 1757; but the rea- 


der has only to remember, that AroLLO i is the God of pro- 
WG | | 


phecy = as well as of poetry. 


Give 


Set up at once their deep-mouth'd hollow : 
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Give. burgundy a brighter ſtain, 
And add new flavor to champagne 
| Shall this man to the grave deſcend, 

© Unown'd, unhonor'd as my 8 

No: by my Deity I ſwear, h 

Nor. ſhall the vow be loſt in air; 

While you, and millions ſuch as you, 

Are ſunk for ever from my view, 

And loſt in kindred-darkneſs ly, 

This good old man ſhall never die: 

No matter where I place his name, 


His love of learning ſhall be fame. 
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Advertiſement. 


HE defign of the Mazinz-SocieTy, 
is in itſelf ſo laudable, and has been pur- 

ſued ſo ſucceſsfully for the public good, that I 
thought it merited a public acknowledgment. 
But, to take off from the flatneſs of a direct 
compliment, I have thro the whole poem loaded 
their inſtitution with ſuch reproaches as will 
ſhow, I hope, in the moſt ſtriking manner, its ik] 
real utility. | ET 4 


— 


By authentic accounts it appears, that from 
the firſt riſe of this Society to the preſent year 
1762, they have collected, cloathed and fitted 

| out for the ſea- ſervice, 5452 grown men, 4511 
boys; in all 9963 perſons: Whom they have 
thus not only ſaved, in all probability, from per- 

, dition and infamy, but rendered them uſeful 
members of the community; at a time too when 
their country ſtood moſt in need of their aſſiſt- 
ance. 9 
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TO THE 


\ 


MARINE-SOCIETY. 


T has been, all examples ſhow it, | 
1 Theprivilege of every poet, | 
From ancient down thro modern time, 
To bid dead matter live in rhime; 
With wit enliven ſenſeleſs rocks; 

Draw repartee from wooden blocks; 

Make buzzards ſenators of note, 

And rooks harangue, that geeſe may vote, 


Tuxsr moral fictions, firſt deſign d 
To mend and mortify mankind, 
Old Es op, as our children know, 
Taught twice ten hundred years ago, 
His fly, upon the chariot-wheel, - 
Could all a ſtateſman's merit feel; | 15 0 
1 F And, 
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And, to its own importance juſt, 
Exclaim, with Buro, What a duſt ! 


His horſe-dung, when the flood ran high, 
In Coron's air and accent cry, ” 
While tumbling down the turbid ſtream, | 
Lord love us, how we apples ſwim ! 

Bur farther inſtances to cite, 
Would tire the hearer's patience quite. bs [ 
No: what their numbers and their worth, 1 


How theſe admire, while thoſe hold forth, 
From H1DE-PARK on to CLERKENWELL, 
Let clubs, let coffee-houſes tell ; . 15 
Where Ex LAND, thro the world renowyn'd, 
In all its wiſdom may be found : 
While I, for ornament and uſe, 
An ORAaToR of Woop produce. 


Wu ſhould the gentle reader ſtare ? 
Are WooDEN ORAToRs ſo rare? 
Saint STEPHEN's Chapel, Rurus' Hall, 
That hears them in the pleader bawl, 
Thathears them in the patriot thunder, 
Can tell if ſuch things are a wonder. 
So can Saint DUnsTAN's in the Ws, 
When good Ron AINR harangues his beſt, 

Ae = And 
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And tells his ſtaring congregation, 

That ſober ſenſe is ſure damnation; 
That NewToN's guilt was worſe than treaſon, 
For uſing, what God — him, reaſon. 


A rox of all this e | , 
Smart BALBus cries: come, name the thing; ; 
That ſuch there are, we all agree: 
What is this wood ? Why—TYBURN=FREE: 
Hz ax then this RrVEREND OAK harangue ; 
Who makes men do ſo, ere they hang. 


Patibulum loquitur. 


« Eacu thing whatever, when aggriev'd, 
Of right complains, to be reliey'd. 
When rogues ſo rais'd the price of wheat, 
That few folks could afford to eat, 
{Juſt as, when doctors fees run high, 
Few patients can afford to die) 1 
The poor durſt into murmurs break ; 
For loſers muſt have leave to ſpeak : 
Then, from reproaching, fell to mawling 
Each neighbour=rogue they found foreſtalling, 
As theſe again, their knaves and ſetters, 


Durſt vent complaints againſt their betters ; 
Whoſe 
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Whoſe only crime was in defeating 
Their ſchemes of growing rich by cheating : 
So; ſhall not'7 my wrongs relate, 
Aninjur d Miniſter of ſtate ? 

The Finiſher of care and pain 

May, ſure, with better grace complain, . 
For reaſons no leſs ſtrong and true, 
MARINE SociETyY, of you! 

Of you, as every carman knows, 

My lateſt and moſt fatal foes. 


Mv TD you Res ſteal, 

Which even a BRITISH Oak can feel; 
Feel and reſent ! What wonder then 
It ſhould be felt by BxiT1sH Men, 
When France, inſulting, durſt invade. 
Their cleareſt property of trade ? 
For which both nations, at the bar 
Of that ſupreme tribunal, war, 
To ſhow their reaſons have agree d, 
And lawyers, by ten thouſands, feed; 
Who now, for legal quirks and puns, 
Plead with the rhetoric of great guns; 
And each his client's cauſe maintains, 
By knocking out th' opponent's brain: 

| | | While 
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While EURoPE all — but we adjourn 
This wiſe digreflion, and return. 

Your rules and ſtatutes have at me : 
My ſureſt cards begin to ſhun me. 
My native ſubjects dare rebel, 
Thoſe who were born for me and hell : 
And, but for you,. the ſcoundrel-line 
Had, every mother's ſon, died mine. 
A race unnumber'd as unknown, 
Whom town or ſuburb calls her own ; 5 
Of vagrant love the various ſpawn, 
From rags and filth, from lace and lawn, 
Sons of Fleet-Ditch, of bulks, of benches, 
Where peer and porter meet their wenches . 
For neither health nor ſhame can wean us, 
From mixing with the midnight-Venus, 


* 
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No let my cits be here forgot : 
They know to fin as well as fot. 
When night demure walks forth, array tan 
In her thin negligee of ſhade, 
Luate-riſen from their long regale 
Of beef and beer, and bawdy tale, 
Abroad the common- council fally, 
Jo poach for game in lane or alle ß; 
| — This 
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This gets a ſon, whoſe firlt eſſay ' 

Will filch his father's Tl away; 

A daughter that, who may retire, 

Some few years hence, with her own fire: 
And, while his hand is on her placket, | 
The filial virtue picks his pocket. 
CHANGE-ALLEY, too, is grown fo nice, 5 
A broker dares refine on vice: a 
With lord-like ſcorn of marriage-vows, 

In her own arms he cuckolds ſpouſe; 

For young and freſh while he would wiſh her, 
His looſe thought glows with K—y F—xR; 
Or, after nobler quarry running, 5 
Feine paints her out a 6G 1 . 


Now theſe, of a degree and "v4 8 
At WAPPING dropp'd, perhaps at Court, 
Bred up for me, to ſwear and lic, 
To laugh at hell, and heaven defy ; | 
Theſe, TyBuRN's regimented train, 
Who riſk their necks to ſpread my reign, 
From age to age, by right divine, r 
Hereditary rogues, were mine: 
And each, by diſcipline ſevere, CEL 5 
* beyond all ſhame and fear, 13 

From 
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From guilt to guilt advancing daily, 

My conſtant friend the good OLD Bally 
To me made over, late or ſoon ; 3 

I think, at lateſt, ' once a moon: 

But, by your interloping care, 

Nat one in ten will be my ſhare. - 


Exe tis too late your error ſee, 
You foes to BRITAIN, and to me. 
To me: agreed — But to the nation 2— 
I prove it thus by demonſtration. 


FigsT, that there is much good in ill, 
My great apoſtle Max DERVIIE 
Has made moſt clear. Read, if vou pleaſe, | 
His moral F ABLE of the Bees. 
Our reverend clergy next will own, 
Were all men good, their trade were gone; 3 
That were it not for uſeful —_ : 
Their learned pains would bear no price: 72 
Nay, we ſhould quickly bid defiance GER 
To their demonſtrated alliance. Ss 


I EXT, kingdoms a are compos d, we know, 
of individuals, Jack and Jop. Alen 
* Fa Now 
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Now theſe, our ſovereign lords the rabble, | 
For ever prone to growl and ſquabble, 

The monſtrous many=headed beaſt, 
MWhom we muſt not offend, | but feaſt, 
Like CxRBERvs, ſhould have their ſop: 
And what is that, but truſſing up? 6 
How happy were their hearts, and gay, 
; At each return of hanging-day _ 
To ſee Pao ſwinging they admire, 
Beyond even * Mapox on his wire! 
No. baiting, of a bull or bear, 
To * Pexxy dangling in the air 
And then, the being drunk a week, 

For joy, ſome* SyryParD would not fqucak / 
But now that thoſe good times are o'er, 

How will they mutiny and roar! 

\ Your ſcheme abſurd of ſober rules 
Will fink the race of men to mules; & 

For ever drudging, ſweating, broiling, - 
For ever for the public toiling : 


Hard maſters ! who, juſt when they need * em, 
8 a few thiſtles degn to ſeed em. 


Fee ths . note, W known to 
our readers we * Aan mention of them 
"abs | VET 
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'YeET more — for at is:ſeldom known. | ; 


That fault or folly ſtands alone — 


You next debauch their zabent mind | 
With fumes of honorable wind; 
Which muſt beget, in heads untry d. 
That worſt of human vices, pride. 

All who my humble paths forſake, 
Will reckon, each, to be a BLaxe!. 
There, on the deck, with arms a-kimbo, 
Already ſtruts the future BxeMBow .I 

By you bred up to take delight nb 
No earthly thing but oaths and fighting. 
Theſe ſturdy ſons of blood and blows, 

By pulling Maſieur by the noſe, 

By making kicks and cuffs the faſhion, 
Will put all Euxopx in a paſſion. 
The grand, alliance, now quadruple, _ 
Will pay us home, . juſqu' au centuple :” 
So the Fxencn KING was heard to cry — 
And can a King of FRENCHMEN lie 3 


Tusk and more mihief #9 "e's * 
From fondling brats of baſe degree. 
As muſhrooms that on dunghills riſe, 
The kindred-weeds beneath deſpiſe ; 


* 
_ So. 
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So theſe their fellows will contemn, 
Who, in revenge, will rage at them: 
For, thro each rank, what more offends, 
Than to behold the ris of friends ? 

still when our equals grow too great, 

We may applaud, but we muſt hate. 
Then, will it be endur'd, when Joun 
Has put my hempen ribbon on, 

To ſee his antient meſs-mate CLoup, 
By you made turbulent and proud, 
Andearly taught my tree to bilk, 

Paſs in another all of lit? 


YET, one more mournful caſe to put: 
A hundred mouths at once you ſhut ! 
Half Grus-sTREET, filenc'd in an hour, 
Muſt curſe your interpoſing power! 
If my loſt ſons no longer ſteal, 
What ſon of hers can earn a meal? 
You ruin many a gentle bard, 
Who liv'd by heroes that die 1 
Their brother-hawkers too] that ſung. 
How great from world to world they ſwung ; 
And by fad ſonnets, quaver d loud, 
Drew tears and half- — from the crowd! 
, | BLI NY | 


BLrinDFiELDinG too — a miſchief on him! 

I wiſh my ſons would meet and ſtone him! 
Sends his black ſquadrons up and down, 
Who drive my beft Boys back to town. 

They find that travelling now abroad, 
To eaſe rich raſcals on the road, 

Is grown a calling much unſafe; 

That there are ſurer ways by half, 

To which they have their equal claim, 

Of earning daily food and fame : | 

So down, at home, they fit, and think 

How beſt to rob, with pen and ink. i 


Hence, red-hot letters and eſſays, 
By the Joun L1LBURN of theſe days; 
Who guards his want of ſhame and ſenſe, 
With ſhield of ſevenfold impudence. 
Hence cards on PELYAM, cards on PI TT, 
With much abuſe and little wit. 
Hence libels againſt HARD WI CEE penn'd, - 
That only hurt when they commend : 
Hence oft aſcrib'd to Fox, at leaſt 
All that defames his name-ſake-beaſt, 
Hence CLOAC INA hourly views 
Unnumber' d labors of the Muſe, - 
91 8 | That 
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That fink, where myriads went before, | 
And ſleep within the chaos hoar : 
While her brown daughters, under ground, 
Are fed with politics profound. 
Each eager hand a fragment ſnaps, 
More excrement than what it wraps. 
Tursr, ſingly, contributions raiſe, 

Of caſual pudding and of praiſe. 
Others again, who form a gang, 
Yet take due meaſures not to hang, 
In Magazines their forces join, 

By legal methods to purloin': 
. Whoſe weekly, or whoſe monthly, feat is 
Firſt to decry, then ſteal, your treatiſe. 


So rogues in FRANCE perform their job; 
Aſſaſſinating, ere they rob. 


Bur, this long narrative to cloſe: 
They who would grievances expoſe, 
In all good policy, no leſs, 

Should ſhew the methods to redreſs. 
I If commerce, ſinking in one ſcale, 
By fraud or hazard comes to fail; 


The 


The wi; is next, all n. know it, | 
To find another where to throw it, 4 
That riſing there in due degree, i 
The public may no loſer be. [ 
Thus having heard how you invade, 1 
And, in one way, deſtroy my trade; f 
That we at laſt may part good friends, 0 
Hear how you ſtill may make amends. x 
O SEARCH this ſinful town with care: | 
What numbers, duly mine, are there! 1 
The full fed herd of money-jobbers, : 4 
Jews, Chriſtians, rogues alike and robbers! I 
Who riot on the poor man's toils, f 
And fatten by a nation's ſpoils! 1 
The crowd of little knaves in place, 
Our age's envy and diſgrace. 
Secret and ſnug, by dailyſtealth, 
The buſy vermine pick up wealth; 
Then, without birth, control the great! 
Then, without talents, rule the ſtate ! 
| Some ladies too — for ſome there are, 
With ſhame and decency at war ; 
Who, on a ground of pale threeſcore, 
Still ſpread the roſe of twenty-four, 7 
” G And 
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And bid a nut- brown boſom glow 

With purer white than lillies know : Nas 
Who into vice intrepid ruſh ; . 

Put modeſt whoring to the bluſh ; 

And with more front engage a trooper 

Than Jenny Joxzs, or Lucy CoorER. 


SexpD me each milthief:riaking nibler ; 
'Tis equal, ſenator or ſcribler : 
Who on the ſelf-fame ſpot of ground, 
The ſelf- ſame hearers ſtaring round, 
Abjure and join with, praiſe and blame, 
Both men and meaſures, ſtill the ſame. 
Or ſerve our foes with all their might, 
By proving BriToxs dare not fight: 
Slim, flimzey, fiddling, futile elves, 
They paint the nation from themſelves; 
Leſs aiming to be wiſe than witty, 
And mighty pert, and mighty pretty. | 


SEND me each „ring ſave green and blue 
Theſe, brother TOwRR-HILIL, wait for you. 
But, LoLrivs, be not in the ſpleen ; 

Tis only ARTHUR's KNn1GHTs I mean — 

Not thoſe of old renown'd in fable, 

Nor of the round, .but gaming table; 
| Who, 
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Who, every night, the waiters ſay, 
Break every law they make by day; 
Plunge deep our youth in all the vice 
Attendant upon drink and dice, 

And, mixing in nocturnal battles, 
Devour each other's goods and chattles; 
While from the mouth of magic box, 
With curſes dire and dreadful knocks, 
They fling whole tenements away, 
Fling time, health, fame — yet call it play! 
Till, by advice of ſpecial friends, 

The titled dupe a ſharper ends: 

Or, if ſome drop of noble blood 

Remains, not quite defil'd to mud, 

The wretch, unpity'd and alone, 

Leaps headlong to the world unknown] 


— 
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The STRATAGEM. 


Egregiam vero laudem et ſpolia ampla refertis, 
Una do/o Divùm / Foemina vida duorum gf. 
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X CERTaArN young Lady was ſurprized, on 
horſe- back, by a violent ſtorm of wind 
and rain from the SoUTH-WEST ; which made 
her diſmount, ſomewhat precipitately. _ | 
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HE God, in whoſe gay train appear 1 
Thoſe gales that wake the purple year; 1 
Who lights up health and bloom and grace 
In NaTuRe's, and in MIR A's face; 9 
To ſpeak more plain, the weſtern Wind, | 3 
Had ſeen this brighteſt of her kind : 
Had ſeen her oft with freſh ſurprize ! 
And ever with deſiring eyes! 
Much, by her ſhape, her look, her air, 
Diſtinguiſh d from the vulgar fair; 
More, by the meaning ſoul that ſhines 
Thro all her charms, and all refines. 
Born to command, yet turn'd to pleaſe, 
Her form is dignity, with caſe: * ' 
| 1 | mn 


reer IR. Or, 
Then — ſuch a hand, and ſuch an arm, 


As age or impotence might warm |! 
Juſt ſuch a leg too, ZE PHIR knows, 
The Madiccan VENUS ſhows! + 


So far he ſees ; ſo far admires. 
Each charm is fewel to his fires : 
But other charms, and thoſe of price, 
That form the bounds of PARADISE, 


Can thoje an equal praiſe command s 
All turn'd by Nature's fineſt hand? 


Is all the conſecrated ground 
With * Ns wit Ahr, round ? 
KY 
N b ance, one Ervan au, I 

A faultleſs form ho dar d to dra: 

And then, that all might perfect be, 

All rounded off in due uin 

To furniſh out the matchleſs 3 5 

Were rifled half the toaſts of GREECFSSZHZgzg. 

Twas Pirt's white neck, twas De L1a's'thigh ; 

*T'was WALDEGRAYE' s f(weethy-brillliant eye. 1 

Trwas gentle PEMBROKE's caſe and ud 

And HER vx lent her maiden- face. 

But dates he hope, on BIT Ie ground, ,- a 
pant theſe may all, in one, be found? . 
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Theſe chiefly that ſtill ſhun his e 
He knows not; but he means to try. 
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AURORA riſing, freſh and gay, 
Gave promiſe of a golden day. 

Up, with her Ser, MiRA roſe, 
Four hours before our London beaus ; 
For theſe are ſtill aſleep and dead, 
Save ARTHUR's ſons —not yet in bed. - 
A roſe, impearl'd with orient dew, 
Had caught the paſſing fair One's view; 
To pluck the bud he ſaw her ſtoop, 
And try'd, behind, to heave her hoop : 

Then, while acroſs the daiſy'd lawn 


She turn'd, to feed her milk-white fawn, 


Due weſtward as her ſteps ſhe bore, 
Would ſwell her petticoat, before; 
Would ſubtley ſteal his face between, 
To ſee—what never yet was ſeen |! 
cc And ſure, to fan it with his wing, 


No nine-month ſymptom e'er can bring: 


His aim is but the Nymph to pleaſe, 
Who daily courts his cooling breeze. 


BuT liſten, fond believing Maid! 


When Love, ſoft traitor, would perſuade, 
5 With 


N 
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With all the moving {ſkill and grace 

Of practic'd paſſion in his face, 

Dread his approach, diſtruſt your power 

For oh ! there is one Shepherd's hour - a 

And tho he long, his aim to cover, | 

May, with the friend, diſguiſe the lover, 
The ſenſe, or nonſenſe, of his wooing 
Will but adore you into ruin. 

But, for thoſe butterflies, the beaus, : 

Who buzz around in tinſel-rows, Fe 

Shake, ſhake them off, with quick diſdain : : 
| ore inſects ſettle, ey will ſtain. 


Tuvs, ZEPH1R oft the Nymph aſſild, 
As oft his little arts had fail'd : FOR 
'The folds of filk, the ribs of whale, 
Reſiſted ſtill his feeble gale. 
With theſe repulſes vex'd at heart, 3 
Poor ZE PHIR has recourſe to art: 


And his own weakneſs to ſupply, 
1 Calls 1 in 2 Brother of the ſy, He 
| : The rude South-Weſt ; whoſe mildeſt play 
| 1 Is war, mere war, the Rufſian way : 
A tempeſt-maker by his trade, 
Who knows to raviſh, not perſuade. 


— tate on, Ie too, 
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Tux terms of their acreal league, 


How firſt to harraſs and fatigue, 


Then, found on ſome remoter plain, 


To ply her cloſe with wind and rain; 
| Theſe terms, writ fair and ſeal'd and ſign'd, 


Should WrB or STUKELY with to find, YN 
Wiſe antiquaries, who explore | 
All that has ever paſs'd—and more ; 
Tho her too tedious to be told, 35 
Are yonder in ſome cloud enroll'd, | I 


Thoſe floating regiſters in air: : ; 
So let them mount, and read em there. | 4 
Dunn grand alliance thus agreed, 8 
To inſtant action they proceed; | 
For tis in war a maxim known, | 
As Pruss1A's Monarch well has ſhown, 
To break, at once, upon your foe, 
And ſtrike the firſt preventive blow. 
With ToRo's lungs, in Toro's form, 
| Whoſe very how d'ye is a ſtorm, 
The dread South-Weſt his part begun. 
Thick clouds, extinguiſhing the ſun, 


2 


At his command, from pole to pole | 
Dark-ſpreading, o'er the fair One roll | 
© as. Bs __:_ mn 


I Or, 


Who, prefling now her favorite ſteed, 
Adorn'd the pomp the deigns to lead. 


O MRA] to the future blind, 
Th' inſidious foe is cloſe behind: 
Guard, guard your treaſure, while you can; 
Unleſs this God ſhould be the Man. 
For lo! the clouds, at his known call, 
Are cloſing round they burſt they fall! F 
While at the Charmer, all-aghaſt, 
He pours whole winter in a blaſt : 
Nor cares, in his impetuous mood, 
If navies founder on the flood ; _ 
If Bx1TAiN's coaſt be left as bare * 
As he reſolves to leave the Fair. 
Here, Gods reſemble human breed; 
The world be damn d ſo they ſucceed. 


Pa LE, trembling, from her ſteed ſhe fled, 
With filk, lawn, linen, round her head; 
And, to the fawns who fed above, | 
Unveil'd the laſt receſs. of love. 


* The very 5 on which the fleet under Admiral Hawxe 
was blown into TongAT. 
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Each wondering fawn was ſeen to bound “, 

Each branchy deer o'erleap'd his mound, 
At ſight of that ſequeſter'd glade, 

In all its light, in all its ſhade, 
Which riſes there for wiſeſt ends, 

: To deck the temple it defends. 5 

Lo! gentle tenants of the grove, 

For what a thouſand Heroes ſtrove, 

When EvuRoPr, AsIA, both in arms, 

Diſputed one fair Lady's charms. 

The war pretended HELEN's eyes +; 5. 
But this, believe it, was the prize. 
This rous'd AcHiLLEs' mortal ire, 

This ſtrung his Home's epic lyre ; 
Gave to the world La Mancna's Knight, 
And ftill makes bulls and heroes fight. 


Yer, tho the diſtant conſcious Muſe 
This airy rape delighted views ; - 
Yet ſhe, for honor guides her lays, 
Enjoying it, diſdains to praiſe, 
If Frenchmen always fight with odds, 
Are they a pattern for the Gods? 


« Hm quos lines Juvenca; Vare- 
+ Et fuit ante HELENAM, &c. Hon. 


\ 


1 

£ 

1 
2) 
= 
8 
x7 
1 : 
4s 
58 
. 
l 


rn 3 os, 

Can Ruffia, can th' ungarian vampire *, | 
With whom caſt in the SwEDEs and Empire, 

Can four ſuch powers, who one afſail, 

Deſerve our praiſe, ſhould they prevail ? 5 

O mighty triumph! high renown ! 

Two Gods have brought one Mortal down; 

Have club'd their forces in a ſtorm, 

To ſtrip one helpleſs female form 

Strip her ſtark naked; yet confeſs, 
Such charms are Beauty's faireſt dreſs ! 


Bur, all-inſenſible to blame, 
The ſky-born Raviſhers on flame 
Enchanted at the proſpect ſtood, 
And kiſs'd with rapture what they view'd. 
Sleek S * R too had done no leſs; 
Would parſons here the truth confeſs : 
Nay, one briſk PEER, yet all- alive, 
Would do the ſame, at eighty- five . 


A certain miſchievous demon that delights much in hu- 
man blood; of whom there are many ſtories told in Hungary. 

+ We believe there is a miſtake in this reading 3 for the 
perſon beſt informed and moſt concerned raw that it ſhould 
5 ve. 3 7 
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Bur how, in colors fofily-bright, 
Where ſtrength and harmony unite, 


To paint the limbs, that fairer ſhow 
Than MrssAL TINA's borrow'd ſhow ; 
To paint the roſe, that, thro its ſhade, 
With Zheirs, one human eye ſurvey'd; 
Would gracious PnotBus tell me how, 
Would he the genuine draught avow, 
The Muſe, a ſecond T1TIAN then, 
Ta fame might conſecrate her pen! 


| THaT TiT1ANn, Nature gave of old 

The Queen of Beauty to behold, 

Like MI RA unadorn d by dreſs, 

But all-compleat i in nakedneſs : 

Then bade his emulating art 

d Thoſe wonders to the world impart. 

Around the ready Graces ſtand, 

His tints to blend, to guide his hand. 

Each heightening ſtroke, each happy line, 

Awakes to life the form divine; 

Till rais'd and rounded every charm, 

And all with youth immortal warm, 
4 7 7 He 
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He ſees, ſcarce crediting his eyes, 
He fees a brighter Venus riſe! | 
But, to the gentle Reader's coſt, 
His pencil, with his life, was loſt : 
And Mira muſt contented be, 
To live by Ra us Av, and by Mx. 


— TT — ä 


Mark it, Cz8AR10, jt is true and Plain. 

The ſpinſters and the knitters in the ſun, 

And the free maids that weave their thread with bones, 
Do uſe to chant it. It is filly Sooth, 


And dallies with the innocence of love, 
Like the old age. 


SuAk ES. TWELFTH Nicht. 
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J. 


AR in the windings of a vale, 

Faſt by a ſheltering wood, 

The ſafe retreat of health and Peace, 
An humble cottage ſtood, 


KY U. 7 
TarRxx beauteous EMMA floriſh d fair, 
Beneath a mother's eye; 
Whoſe only wiſh on earth was\now 
To ſee her bleſt, and die. 
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60 ED WIN and E NN A. 
III. | 


Tux ſofteſt bluſh that Nature ſpreads 
Save color to her cheek: | 
Such orient color ſmiles thro heaven, 


When vernal mornings break. 
IV. 


Non let the pride of great ones ſcorn 
This charmer of the plains: 

That ſun, who bids heir diamond blaze, 
To paint our lilly deigns. 

| V. f 


Lone had the fil d each youth with love, 
Each maiden with deſpair ; 55 


And tho by all a wonder own'd, 
Yet knew not ſhe was fair. 


| „„ 
| ah Epwin came, the pride of ſwains, 
A ſoul devoid of art; | 
And from whoſe eye, ſerenely mild, 
Shone forth the feeling heart. 
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EDWIN and EMMA. 61 

| „ : i 
A MUTUAL flame was quickly caught 2 . | | 
Was quickly too reveal'd : © 1 
For neither boſom lodg'd a wiſh, by 
That virtue keeps conceal'd. 


VIII. 


Wu ar happy hours of hw bliſs ” I 
Did love on both beſtow! = 
But bliſs too mighty long to laſt, 1 1 
Where fortune proves a foe. 9 


His Siſter, who, like Envy form'd, \ 
Like her in miſchief joy'd, „„ 
To work them harm, with wicked {kill, | 
Each darker art employ d. | I = 
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Tux Father too, a ſordid man, 
Who love nor pity knew, 
Was all- unfeeling as the clod, 
From whence his riches grew. 
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62 EDWIN and EMMA, 


HE: > 


Lon had he ſeen their ſecret flame, 

And ſeen it long unmov'd : 
Then with a father's frown at laſt 
Had ſternly difapprov'd. 


XII. 


IN EpwiN's gentle heart, a war 


Of differing paſſions ſtrove : | 
His heart, that durſt not diſobey, 
Vet could not ceaſe to love. 


XIII. 


Drxv'p her ſight, he oft behind 
The ſpreading hawthorn crept, - 

To ſnatch a glance, to mark the ſpot | 
Where EmMMa walk'd and wept. | 


XIV. 


Or r too on STAXEMORE's wintry waſte, 


Beneath the the moonlight-ſhade, 
In ſighs to pour his ſoften d ſoul, 
The midnight - mourner ſtray dc. 
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EDWIN and EMMA. 63 
XV. 


His cheek, where health with beauty e 
A deadly pale o ercaſt: 
So fades the freſh roſe in its prime, 


Before the northern blaſt. 


XVI. 8 


THE parents now, with late remorſe, 
Hung o'er his dying bed; 

And weary'd heaven with fruitleſs vows, 
And fruitleſs ſorrow ſhed. 


ava. 
"Tis paſt! he cry d but if your ſouls 


Sweet mercy yet can move, 
Let theſe dim eyes once more behold, 
What they muſt ever love 


XVIII. 
Sur came; his cold hand ſoluy touch d, 
And bath'd with many a tear: 


Faſt- falling o er the primroſe pale, 
So morning de ws appear. 


Bor 
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XIX. 


Bor ch! his fiſter's jealous care, 
A cruel ſiſter ſhe! 

Fiorbade what EMA came to ws | 
« My EDpwin live for me. 


XX. 
Now homeward as ſhe hopelefs wept 
The church-yard path along, 


TE The blaſt blew cold, the dark owl ſcream'd 


Her lover's funeral ſong. 


© - 
Amp the falling gloom of night, 
Her ſtartling fancy found | 
In every buſh his hovering ſhade, | 
g His groan in every ſound. 
XXII. 


1 


Alox, appall'd, thus had ſhe paſs d | 


The viſionary vale—— 
When lo! the death-bell ſmote her car, 
| nung! in the gale! 


Jos? 


EDWIN and EMMA 65 N 
XXIII. | 


JusT then ſhe reach'd, with rrembling tep, 

| Her aged mother's door 7 
He's gone ! ! ſhe cry'd; and I ſhall ſee | g 9 
That angel- face no more! | if 


XXIV. 


I FEEL, . feel this breaking heart 
Beat high againſt my ſide 


From her white arm down ſunk her head. | i 
She ſhivering ſigh'd, and died. | h 
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Extract of a letter from the Curate of BowEs 
in YORKSHIRE, on the ſubject of the preceding 
. : = 


To Mr. CoPPERTHWAITE at MARRICK. { 
_*.* As to the affair mentioned in yours; it k 
happened long before my time. I have therefore i 
been obliged to conſult my clerk, and another 1 


N 
perſon in the neighbourhood for the truth of | it 


that melancholy event. The hiſtory of it is as 1 
follows. | | 1 
"T*HE family name of the young man was 1 
WRIGHTSON; of the young maiden 1 
RAILTON. They were both much of the ſame [ 
age; that is growing up to twenty. In their ö 
birth was no diſparity : but in fortune, alas! ſhe F 


was his inferior. His father, a hard old man, 
who had by his toll acquired a handſome com- 
petency, expected and required that his ſon 
ſhould marry ſuitably. But, as amor vincit om- 
nia, his heart was unalterably fixed on the pret- 
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1 66 


ty young creature already named. Their court- 


| ſhip, which was all by ſtealth, unknown to the 


family, continued about a year. When it was 
found out, old WR1GHTSON, his wife, and par- 
ticularly their crooked daughter Hannan, 
flouted at the maiden and treated her with no- 

table contempt. For they held it as a maxim 

and a ruſtic one it is, that blood was nothing 
without 3308 et arr Þ 1s 


, Tur young 3 che 1 took to his 
bed about Shrove-tueſday, and died the ſunday 
ſennight after. 


ON the laſt day of his illneſs, he deſired to 
ſee his Miſtreſs. She was civilly received by 
the Mother, who bid her welcome ben it was 
too late. But her daughter HANN Ak lay at his 
back; to cut them off from all * of 
—_—_ their thoughts; 


T Ar ber re return 8 on n hearing the bell toll 
out for his departure, ſhe ſereamed aloud that 
Her heart was burſt, and expired ſome moments 


. „ 9 „ 5 an it * 4 . 
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Tur then Curate of Bowes * inſerted it in 
his regiſter, that they both died of love, and 
were buried in the ſame grave, March 15. 1714. 


I am, 
Dear Sir, 


Yours, &c. 


* BowEs is a ſmall village in YoRKSHIRE, where in for- 
mer times the Earls of Nchuoxp had a caſtle. It ſtands 
on the edge of that vaſt and mountainous tract, named by the 
neighbouring people STANEMORE ; which is always expoſed 
to wind and weather, deſolate and ſolitary throughout. 
5 | | Cams, Barr. 
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LADY ANSOM 


A Crown'D with honor, bleſt with length 


of days, 
Thou whom the wiſe revere, the worthy praiſe ; 
Juſt guardian of thoſe laws thy voice explain'd, 
And meriting all titles thou haſt gain'd— 
Tho till the faireſt from Heaven's bounty flow; 
Fot good and great no monarch can beſtow : 
Vet thus, of health, of fame, of friends poſſeſt, 
No fortune, HARDWICKE, iS ſincerely bleſt. 
All humankind are ſons of ſorrow born: 
The great muſt ſuffer, and the good muſt mourn. 


For ſay, can Wi/dom's ſelf, what late was thine, 
Can Fortitude, without a ſigh, reſign ? 
FT 


74 On the Death of Lady ANSON. 
Ah no! when Love, when Reaſon, hand in hand, 
O'er the cold urn conſenting Mourners ſtand, 
The firmeſt heart diflolves to ſoftneſs here : 
And Piety applauds the falling tear. 

Thoſe ſacred drops, by virtuous weakneſs ſhed, 


Adorn the living, while they grace the dead : 


From tender thought their ſource unblam'd they 
| draw, 


By Heaven approv d, and true to Nature's law. 
WuHex his lov'd CHild the Roman could not ſave, 
Immortal Tul Lv, from an early grave *, 
No common forms his home: felt paſſion kept: 
The ſage, the patriot, in the parent, wept. 
And O by grief ally'd, as join'd in fame, 
The ſame thy loſs, thy ſorrows are the ſame. 
She whom the Muſes, whom the Loves deplore, 
Even She, thy pride and pleaſure, is no more: 
: In bloom of years, in all her virtue's bloom, 
Loſt to thy hopes and filent in the tomb. 


» TuLL1a died about the age of two and thirty. She is 
celebrated for her filial piety; and for having added, to the 
uſual graces of her ſex, the more ſolid n of 

| knowledge —— letters. ; | 
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On the Death of Lacy ANSON, 7; 


O SEASON mark'd by mourning and defini 
Thy blaſts how fatal to the Young and Fair ? 
For vernal freſhneſs, for the balmy breeze, 
Thy tainted winds came pregnant with diſcaſe : : 
Sick Nature funk before the mortal breath, 
That ſcatter' d feaver, agony, and death 


What funerals has thy cruel ravage ſpred! 
What eyes have flow'd! what noble boſoms bled? 


HERE let Reflection fix her ſober view: 
O think, who ſuffer, and who ſigh with you. 
See; rudely ſnatch'd, in all her pride of charms, 
Bright GRAN V from a youthful huſband's arms! 
In climes far diſtant, fee that huſband mourn z 
His arms revers'd, his recent laurel torn ! 
Behold again, at Fate's imperious call, 
In one dread inſtant blooming LINCOLN fall! 
See her lov'd Lord with ſpeechleſs anguiſh bend! 
And, mixing tears with his, thy nobleſt friend, 
Thy PELHAM turn on heaven his ſtreaming eye: 


Again i in Her, he ſees a Brother die J 


AnD He, who long, unſhaken and ſerene, 
Had Death, in each dire form of terror, * 
2 
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| 76 On the Death of Lady A NS ON. 


Thro worlds unknown o'er unknown oceans toſt, 
By Love ſubdu'd, now weeps a Conſort loſt ; x 
Now, ſunk to fondneſs, all the man appears, 
His front dejected, and his foul in tears! 


YET more; nor thou the Muſe's voice diſdain, 

Who fondly tries to ſoothe a Father's pain 

Let thy calm eye ſurvey the ſuffering ball: 

See kingdoms round thee verging to their fall ! 

What ſprin g had promis'dand what autumn yields, 

The bread of thouſands, raviſh d from their fields! 
See youth and age, th' ignoble and the great, 

| pwept to one grave, in one promiſcuous fate ! 

 HearEvRoye groan! hear all her nations mourn! 

| And be a private wound with patience borne. 


THINK too : and Reaſon will confirm the 
thought : 
Thy cares, for Her, are to their period brought. 
Yes, She, fair pattern to a failing age, 
With wit, chaſtis'd, with ſprightly temper, ſage; 
Whom each endearing name could recommend, 


Whom all became, wife, ſiſter, daughter, friend, 


8 oe 1s ow 


— Unwarp d 


On the Death of Lady A NSON. = 
Unwarp'd by folly, and by vice unſtain'd, 


The prize of virtue has, for ever, gain'd! 
From life eſcap'd, and fafe on that calm ſhore 
Where {in and pain and error are no more, 
She now no change, nor You a fear can feel: 


Death, to her fame, has fix d th' eternal ſeal ! 
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FUNERAL HYMN. 
I. 


E midnight ſhades, o'er Nature ſpred! 
Dumb filence of the dreary hour ! 


In honor of th' approaching Dead, 


Around your awful terrors pour. 
Yes, pour around, 
On this pale ground, 
Thro all this deep ſurrounding gloom, 
The ſober thought, 
The tear untaught, 


Thoſe meeteſt mourners at a tomb, 


II. 


Lo! as the ſurplic'd train draw near 


To this laſt manſion of mankind, 


The flow fad bell, the fable bier, 


In holy muſings wrap the mind! | 
£266 n And 


4 14 #3 +: "ox $2v467 Bi GS 5 Ae 
** - 8 "IE 


4 Fimerl E I MN. 
And while their beam, 
With trembling ſtream, 
Attending tapers faintly dart ; 
Each mouldering bone, 
Each ſculptor'd ſtone, 
Strikes mute inſtruction to the heart! 


III. 


Now, let the ſacred organ blow, 
With ſolemn pauſe, and ſounding flow : 
Now, let the voice due meaſure keep, 
In ſtrains that figh, and words that weep; 
Till all the vocal current blended row], 
Not to depreſs „but lift the ſoaring ſoul. 


To lift it in the Maker's praiſe, | 
Who firſt inform'd our frame with breath; 
And after ſome few ſtormy days, 
Now, gracious, gives us o'er to Death. 
No King of Fears 


In him appears, 
Who ſhuts the ſcene of human woes: 


Beneath his ſhade 
-_* Seeamely land. 8 | 
The Dead alone find true repoſe. 
8 | THe, 
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Tax, while we mingle duſt with duſty 
I0o Oxs, ſupremely good and wiſe, 
* Raiſe haleluiahs! Gop is juſt, 5 
AY And Man moſt happy, when he dies! 
q His winter paſt, | 
Fair ſpring at laſt 


Receives him on her flowery ſhore ; 
Whete Pleaſure's roſe 
Immortal blows, 
And fin and ſorrow are no more! 


